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prejudice and hate found it impossible to apply, at least in
BothwelL

But I was not dismayed. It was only after I had toured my
district, from Oban to Galloway, through Stirlingshire and
Dumfries, that I realized that there was and could never be any
truce between the Wee Frees and Mr. Lloyd George, who in
avoiding political suicide had sold the Asquithian Pass.

As was not unnatural, much of my time and interest was
concerned with ex-sei^vice men's organizations. I was the chair-
man of the Old Contemptiblcs Association, and chairman also
of the Joint Ex-service Men's Associations of Glasgow, represent-
ing some seventy thousand men. With quite clear-cut notions
as to the political promises made to the fighting forces, my chief
concern was with their fulfilment. Nothing happened. Winston
Churchill came to Glasgow and I headed a deputation to him.
He was sympathetic. A fearless man, Churchill. A great
fighter, too. He walked the thronged streets of Glasgow while
many thick-heads booed him with ignorant cries of Gallipoli,
forgetting that he alone among Cabinet Ministers had commanded
a battalion in the line, and one of the Royal Scots Fusiliers. But
Churchill was powerless to act. Effect was not given to the Acts
providing for land settlement for ex-service men and a dozen
others as well.

I was instructed from the headquarters of the Political Machine
that my business was not to concern itself with policy but with
organization alone, and I began to lose heart in the job. I
addressed a great many public meetings, and in the course of
my reading was profoundly affected by the Liberalism of John
Morley. My creed became " The substitution of justice for
injustice in the affairs of State." But the super politicians who
in coalition had fought the War, and, as they told us, too, had
won it, were concerned only with " getting back to normal,"
which quite obviously was the one thing impossible.

And then came the great railway strike. Scotland is the
political hub of the Empire, and Glasgow, Scotland's greatest
city, with its splendid Universities, great shipping yards, iron
foundries, steel works, coal-mines, and ceaseless commercial
activity, is the heart and the head of Scotland.

I found Myself suddenly outside the sphere of organization
and requested to contribute my views in the form of a memor-
andum on the issues of the strike. I was completely cut off from
London, and having shut myself up in my flat for two days, with